

Tlx Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Our Soveraigne procefle, which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that efte& 

The prefent death of Hamlet, doe it England, 

For like the He<5ticke in my blood he rages. 

And thou mu ft cure me : till I know ’tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes wi 11 nere begin. ^xit 

Enter Fortinbrajfe with his Army over the Stave 

t,u ? m \ Go , e Captaine.from me greet the Danith fink 
Tell him that by his licence Fortinbrajfe 
Craves the conveyance ofa promis’d march 
Over his kingdome ; you know the rendezvous, 
if that his Majeftie would ought with us 
W e (hall exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 1 

Op - 1 wi 11 doe’t my Lord. 

F or tin. Goe (dftly on. 

rr n Enter Hamlet , Pofencratts,&c, 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 

L *P- They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

C*/>- Agamft fome part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew ofold Norway, Fortinbraffe. 

Cap. Truely to lpeake, and with no addition, 

5, g L° C . CO S a,nea little Patch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but the name, 

Nnr P ^/n Ve duc , five 1 wouW not farme it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 

A ranker rate, fhould it be fold in fee. 

cTm? 1 » y -' tf \ en th f Po,lacl C™'™\ will. defend it. 

Cap. Nay tis already garrilbnd. 

\a rn j V T° thoufend foulesand 2oooo.duckets 

Will not debate the queftion of this ftfaw ! ; 

This is th impoftume of much wealth and peace, 

^ward breakes and Ihewes no caufe without 
y the man dyes', X humbly thanke you fir. 

Op 




(Prince of Denmarke. *: 

Cap. God buy your fit. > ' M'* v; vV> *c 

Rof. Wil’t pleale you goe my Lord ? 

Ham- He be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 

How all occafionsdoe informe againft me, d . r ■ 
And fpur my dull revenge ? What is$ man, 

If his chiefe good.and market .of his time nm :riip .vc - v> 

Bebuttofleepeandfoed? abeaft,nomore. 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difcourfe. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To fnftin us unus’d : novv whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or lbme-craven feruple 
Ofthinkingtooprecilelyon th’ 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wildom. 

And ever three parts coward :,I doe not know 
W hy yet I live to lay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I have caufe, and will, and llrength, and meanes 
To doe’t : examples groffe a s earth exhort me , 

Witriefle this army of fuchmafleandcharge, y 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with divine ambition puft ^ 

Makes mouthes at the invifible event, 

Expofingyvhat is mortall and unfure ... 

To all that fortune death, and danger dare, 

great ac ; 

Is not f6 ftif without gr^apargj^ent. 

But great lyto finde quarrellin a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the flake. How ftandlthen. 

That have a father kill’d, a mother flain’d, 
Efeitements.pjfinyjr^afon apd Wood, 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame I fee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafie and tricke offame 
Goe to their graves likebeds ,fighpfor aplot 
Whereon the numbers cannot ; tty the caufe, 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To hide the llaine ? O from this timefbrth, 

M 7 thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit, 

K 


Enter 
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